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monastery of the Great Accomplishment at Mindoling (* the
place where Deliverance is ripened '):   that's the place for

you."

One day he talked about the famous French traveller and
scholar Madame Alexandra David-Neel and we were much
excited to discover that he had been her teacher during the
early years of her Tibetan studies. When he learned that I had
actually corresponded with her, he brought out several old letters
of hers which he treasured. He expressed the warmest apprecia-
tion of her as a pupiL " She learned the Doctrine very
thoroughly/5 he said, " and quicker than most. She was a
splendid pupil; but she got into trouble with the authorities
through a contravention of the frontier passport regulations,
which ended in her expulsion from Sikkim and the fining of the
village that had supplied her coolies. Later on she went to
Lhasa from China. I would be very happy to see her again:
ask her to write to me.51 The French lady is certainly remem-
bered with affection in Lachhen; everyone who had known
her paid tribute to her charm, vivacity and cleverness, and
Samdub, our young friend at the monastery, told us how kind
she was to him as a little boy.

One-day the young laina who, with a small kitten, was the
sole attendant upon the hermit, arrived with a message. ** Will
Mr. Pallis please come at once to the hermitage ? The Precious
Master requests his presence."- I hurried up the hill and found
the hermit fingering a large book. "Be seated, please." To
the novice : " Serve tea to the gentleman." Then again to me :
" The other day you spoke of Mila Repa. Here is his Legend.
I wish you to read it aloud to me." He pointed to a chapter
and I began, regretting that I had left my reading glasses
behind, though fortunately I was not helpless without them.
After a few sentences the abbot interrupted me. " No, this is
not what we want: it does not contain the important parts of
Mila Repa. It is not the history, but the spiritual poems that
you must read from." He turned up another volume and I
began again. The language was classical and rather harder than
the prose biography, and I was not proficient in the old tongue.
I managed to extract a little sense as I went along, but must
confess to have missed a lot. I read on and on. Whenever a
stumble occurred, due to the worn printing of the wood-blocks,
the hermit corrected me: he knew it all off by heart, no unusual